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THE ALDINE. 



THE POREST SPRING. 



Tall, arching birches toward the sky 
Their leafy branches rear on high ; 
They roof me o'er with living green, 
With rifts of azure in between, 
Where fleecy clouds in quiet lie. 

Upon the mosses' velvet seat 

1 pause to rest my weary feet, 
And stooping downward to the rill, 
My hollowed hands with water fill, 

And quaff the liquid pure and sweet. 

Low bending o'er- the sparkling spring, 

I hear the water-spirits sing ; 
Their merry games I see, perchance, 
Or watch them in their fairy dance, 

Unseen of all the sportive ring. 

I see them hide among the weeds, 

Or pelt each other with the seeds ; 

Or launching in an acorn boat, 

Upon the mimic ocean float 

And climb the rigging of the reeds. 

I hear the thrusK's tenor deep : 
Its music almost makes me weep, 
Recalling as it does to me 
Full many a pleasant memory, 
That passing years had lulled to sleep. 

Poor, troubled singer, seek thy nest, 

I cannot aid thy lonely quest. 
For thee and me, perhaps, is grief, 
But lapsing years may bring relief, 

And may be what we have is best. 



Once more to aid my noon-tide dream 

I pause beside the murmuring stream, 

Where rippling shadows interlace 

Upon its bright and dimpled face, 
And pebbles from the bottom gleam. 

The water-sprites no longer play 
On lily-pads their quaint croquet, 

For gazing down into the deep 

I find them lying there asleep, 
With weeds tucked round each little fay. 

But wakeful faces still I see 
Upturned to take a peep at me, 

Surprised to note so strange a thing 

Reflected in their quiet spring, 
And wondering what the form can be. 

Sleep, fays, in peace ! O do not fear 

That I will harm your streamlet dear ; ■ ' 

Pour out, O thrush, your glorious strain ! 

I love thee, and I'll come again — 
The spring to see — thy song to hear ! 

— W.W. Bailey. 



LOSS OF THE " ORO FINO." 

" Why, Dunham, what's the matter ? How your 
hand trembles ! Are ycu sick ? " 

" No ; not exactly." 

" What ails you, then ? Speak out, man. Been 
seeing ghosts ? " 

" To tell the truth, Maggie, I do feel a little ner- 
vous this morning. I haven't made a trip these 
twenty years that I dreaded like this." 

" Seen old Marley again ? " 

" Yes." 

," Pshaw ! I thought that was it. Haven't you seen 
him a dozen times before, and nothing came of it ? " 

" This time he had his sextant." 

All this was at the breakfast table. Dunham was 
mate of the Oro Fino, making tri-monthly trips be- 
tween Portland and San Francisco. He had sailed 
thirty years, been round the world twice, been cap-* 
tain five years, but lost his ship and couldn't get 
another, and so was glad to be first mate of the 
Oro Fino. 

Dunham had a habit of seeing ghosts ; or, rather, a 
ghost, for he never saw but one ; that one was old 
Marley. Marley was mate of the vessel on which 
Dunham made his first trip as ship-boy. That trjp 
was Dunham's first but Marley's last. Marley had a 
passion for beating ship's boys with a rope's end. He 
died in the act of beating Dunham with a rope's end. 
Marley was taking an observation with the sextant; 
and, as the boy was passing him with a bucket and a 
swab, a sudden lurch of the ship threw him against 
the mate. Marley seized a rope's end, and was be- 
laboring the boy soundly, when a boom, providen- 
tially left loose, struck him and knocked him over- 
board. Ever since that, on all convenient occasions, 
Dunham had seen Marley's ghost — usually with a 
rope's end, but sometimes with a sextant. He had 



never been able to see any particular fatality por- 
tended by the vision with the rope's end. He had 
seen it a dozen times ; and, on some occasions, his 
best luck had seemed to follow the apparition. Not 
so when the ghost with the sextant appeared. He 
had only seen this twice — once, the night before he 
fell from the foretop and broke his leg; the other 
time, the night before his ship was cast away. 

Last night was the third time. He had waked up 
and found himself lying on his back. The room was 
perfectly dark ; it was also perfectly still. Dunham 
could see nothing and could hear nothing. Never- 
theless, he felt that something or somebody was in 
the room that ought to be out of it. He also felt a 
draft of cold air. Dunham was no stickler for venti- 
lated apartments, and had carefully closed and locked 
the windows before retiring. The air could not come 
from the windows. Neither could it come from the 
bedroom door, for that opened into the sitting-room 
just opposite to a window, and if the door had been 
open he could have seen the window. Notwithstand- 
ing his natural courage, Dunham was frightened. He 
raised himself on his elbow very cautiously. He 
looked around the room ; he could see absolutely 
nothing. He reached over to where Maggie, his wife, 
slept — she was there. He moistened his finger in 
his mouth and held it up. He could then sensibly 
feel the draft of air coming from the foot of his bed. 
He got up and struck a light. Looking over his 
shoulder as he did so, he saw, at the foot of his bed, 
old Marley. It would do no good to shout aloud — 
his wife would only laugh at him. He had often 
waked her up to look at the ghost, but she professed 
never to see it. It would do no good to go up to the 
apparition and try to seize it — he had often done 
this, and it only disappeared for an instant to re- 
appear in arjjother part of the room. So he left the 
lamp burning, and got into bed with his eyes fixed 
on the figure. 

This time Marley had his sextant, and seemed 
busy bringing an imaginary run down to an imag- 
inary horizon. The operation completed, the figure 
turned to the bureau and seemed to be making the 
calculation. Then he turned to Dunham, and shook 
his head negatively, and dashed the sextant to the 
floor. A sudden crack startled the mate. He had 
turned the lamp-wick too high, and the chimney had 
cracked and fallen on the table. 

In th'e morning Dunham was a little nervous, as 
we have seen, and as we can well imagine, he would 
be. However, having taken a cup or two of strong 
coffee, and, if it must be confessed, a thimbleful of 
brandy, he felt more composed. Joey Dunham, the 
mate's orily child, a boy of ten years of age, almost 
always accompanied his father on his trips. This 
time Dunham proposed to leave him at home ; but 
the boy seemed so disappointed that his father finally 
consented, and they started together down to the 
wharf. 

What a thrilling scene is the departure of an ocean 
steamer ! Drays, buses, cabs, carriages rattling and 
thundering onto the quay ; incredible mountains of 
luggage piled on the wharf, or being lowered into 
the hold ; stalwart Atlases staggering under the 
worlds of trunks which they had. shouldered ; mates, 
crew, porters, cabmen, passengers, boys, all shout- 
ing lustily in solos and choruses ; the ship's engine 
blowing off steam with a deafening roar ; timid ladies, 
making their first trip, being led trembling over the 
plank and up the stairway, and laid on the sofas in 
the cabin ; old voyagers, with one leg over the rail, 
smoking their cigars — all conspire to make the 
scene one of rare excitement and confusion. 

Joey was perfectly at home, and while his father 
was busy, stole up into the wheel-house, which had 
been incautiously left unlocked. The wheelman, 
coming along soon after, met Joey stealing down the 
steps, looking scared and guilty. No one knew the 
terrible mischief he had done. 

Now the gun is fired. The bell rings. The hurry 
and confusion are increased tenfold. Hasty fare- 
wells are said ; hasty kisses exchanged ; handker- 
chiefs are brought into vigorous use. The throng 
of friends who have only come to say "good-by" 
begins to pour over the plank onto the wharf. The 
captain stands on the paddle-pox. He stoops and 
pulls a handle ; down in the depths of the monster 
tinkles a bell ; in a second more the paddles dash the 
water into foam. The captain stoops and pulls the 
handle again ; the paddles stop, but the ship has 
started enough to allow the cables to be cast off. 
They are all cast off but the stern cable — that still 
holds, and the head of the great black monster 



swings slowly out into the current. Another pull at 
the handle, another splash of the paddles, and the 
stern cable is cast off. The gun sounds ; she is loose ! 
A cheer from the crowd on the wharf, and a cheer 
from the crowd on deck, and the ship has fairly 
turned down the stream and commenced her voyage. 
In an hour she was at the mouth of the Willamette, 
and struck the strong, full current of the Columbia. 
Having more sea room now, she begins to use her 
strength. The flames roar through her flues. The 
engineer turns on a full head of steam. The clear, 
sweet water of the river, cut clean and neat by the 
prow, is dashed into snowy foam by the paddles, and 
sinks and rises in a swelling wake for half a mile to 
the stern. Fishing boats and Indian canoes glide 
past her like shuttles, and before you can fairly turn 
to look, are tossing and rocking on the swellmany 
rods behind. 

A black hull, supporting a cloud of dingy-white 
canvas, is seen ahead. It is the Hudson Bay Com- 
pany's store-ship, bound for Vancouver; A flash, a 
cloud of white smoke, a heavy thud, and she has 
saluted the Oro Fino. A jar and a thunder-clap that 
startles the old ones, and sets the ladies to scream- 
ing, and the Oro Fino has saluted her. Three cheers 
from the stranger as the British flag runs up to the 
masthead, and three cheers as the stars and stripes 
curl and snap in the stiff breeze from our gaff. Now 
that she has passed, and the sun falls full on her 
canvas, she seems like a great bank of snow floating 
up the river. 

Nearly everybody is tired of watching her, and 
many have gone into the cabins to avoid the wind 
which is growing chilly, and others are composing 
themselves in duos and trios about the deck, when a 
new and more thrilling episode calls them all to their 
feet again. Dunham and two men come tearing up 
the staircase onto the quarter-deck. The bell tinkles, 
and the paddles stop. " Man overboard ! " is the cry. 
Every one rushes to the stern ; every eye scans the 
boiling current. " There, I see him ! " cries one ; 
" He's treading water ! " cries another. Everybody 
can see him now ; but, by this time, the tremendous 
momentum of the vessel has left him, a little speck, 
a quarter of a mile behind. It takes an age to lower 
the boat. Finally it is off — Dunham in the stern, 
and the sturdy sailors bending their ashen oars dan- 
gerously. "Can he hold out?" "Oh, yes; can't 
you see him ? he's treading water." " No, he's float- 
ing." " Anyhow he keeps up bravely." " How slow 
the boat goes ! " " Why don't they pull ? " In fact, 
the boat was cutting the water like a frightened fish. • 
Men on the ship involuntarily strained and bent, as • 
though they could help in that way. The boat nears 
the floating object, now only a speck in the distance. 
A grand, joyful murmur goes up from the ship. 
"He's saved!" "Oh! those strong men!" But 
Dunham sheers the boat around, and picks up only 
a hat and holds it high in the air. The owner had : 
long since sunk. 

By the time the tired crew were taken on board 
and the vessel under headway, it was dark. They 
made Astoria by midnight and lay to alongside the 
wharf. 

The wind freshened during the night, and by 
morning a heavy gale filled with salt spray was driv- 
ing in directly from the sea! The pilots reported that 
it would be impossible to cross the bar in such a 
blow. So. they waited. Dunham's presentiment of 
bad luck had been strengthened by the loss of the 
man from the ship, and he was more nervous and 
gloomy than when he left home. So he took his boy 
and went ashore. He went to the house of a friend, 
and left Joey there, with orders to return to Portland 
by the first steamer that should go up. He also 
wrote a letter to his wife — a little longer than usual 
— almost two pages, and a little more affectionate 
than usual. He excused himself for writing by tell- 
ing her that the bar was so bad they couldn't cross, 
and it was a little dull to stay there doing nothing. 

By ten o'clock the squall had abated, and by noon 
the pilot said he thought he could get over the bar 
by taking the north channel. While the firemen 
were getting up steam, Dunham ran over to his 
friend's house — it was only a few steps — and bid 
Joey good-by, and told him to be a good boy and 
mind his mother, and gave him sundry other items 
of good advice which I fear the young scapegrace 
did not attend to very closely, being just engaged in 
the very amusing game of saw-mill with the little 
girl of the house. 

By three o'clock the ship was fairly under way 
again. By five she was safely over the bar and had 



